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OW oft in Fancy's ſolitary hour, 

When Contemplation holds her ſilent reign, 

me, hath thy ſheltering bliſs, thy healing power, 
In verſe to praiſe thee warm'd the Poets brain! 


cem region where the human race 

|; doom d to paſs Life's momentary ſpan, 

ne all-attraQting features, Home, we trace, 
he univerſal ſentiment of man. | 
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Whether in ill-thatch'd cottage thou art found, etr 


Obſc 


preary 
Til 


Or proudly ſeated in the ſtately dome, 
Equal in each thy valued gifts abound, 
With equal ardour ſought by all that roam. 


The care-crown'd monarch midſt the toil of ſtate 
The peaſant working for his daily bread, 
Each homeward hies him oft at evening late, 


le ſi] 


His p 


Bleſſing alike the palace, and the ſhed. le leay 
duch 

The hardy mariner toſs'd far and wide, 
By ſtorm- blown billows on the boiſterous ſea, en the 


The ſoldier train'd to death, his country's pride, Exerts 


At diſtance turn their wiſtful eyes on thee. 


0 more 


His ſt 
3 
Knee; deep in ſnow, or drench'd in dripping de 
The weary ſportſman heeds approaching nig buſt 
| In free 


Liſtleſs his footſteps loiter, till he views, 
His Home's ſure mark, the cloud-capt chim 


height. 
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e traveller Stühen the ſlow- recurring ſtone, 
Obſcurely carv'd with many tedious miles, 
Jrary he droops, heart-fallen, and alone, | 

Till rous'd by far-drawn glimpfe of Home, he 


ſmiles. 


e ſmiles, and gaily feels returning ſtrength, 

His pace quick anſwers to the whiſtled ſong, 

| leaves to murmur at the journey's length ; 
Such charms to Home, e'er yet enjoy'd, belong. 


en the tir d horſe, at ſight of well-known lane, 


Exerts with willing ſpeed each way-worn limb, 
more he needs the ſpur's compulſive pain, 


His ſtall is Home, in all it's ſweets, to him. 


e buſt ling ſpaniel ſcours the thorny brake, 

In free obedience to his lord's decree, 

ad when the homeward path the ſhooters take, 
And hearth-rug-nap rewards his induſtry, 


TE 


Nor let the young attachment be forgot, 
Of ſchool-boy ſcratching ſad his puzzled head 
Whoſe tearful memory dwells upon the ſpot, 


Where the vacation's playful hours were ſped, 


— 


Where far from claſſick labour, and the fear 
Of uſher ſtern, or ruder ſix- form boy, 

Far from the chance of chaſtiſement ſevere, 
His native Home each moment cloath d in jo 


(How recollection glows upon the cheek, 
As o'er the early ſcenes of life it ſtrays! 
How prone in manhood is the tongue to ſpeak 
Of ſports that crown'd the ſchool boy's hollida 


Yet let not thoſe thy happieſt moments claim, 
Of ſocial Nature's kindred ties afraid, 

Who mope in ſingleneſs, their own the blame, 
The ſtingy bachelor, or ſtarchy maid. 
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— Hom, thy hotel gear fd 
beneath the genial roof, where, e'en for life, 
flken chains of fond affection bound, 


ut moſt if theſe prolific joys have bleſt, 

And health-clad children grace the toy-ſpread 
dome; | 

ere rival infants crowd to be careſs'd, 


There moſt we mark thy faireſt features, Home. 


ere by thick-branching intereſts employ'd, 
he buſy parent plies his pleaſing pains, 
mind ne'er llumb' ring in Life's uſcieſs void, 


s heart-ſtrings ever tun'd to tender ſtrains. 


let us lighting paſs the ſocial board, 

e mirthful meeting of congenial minds, 
bng-cork'd flaſk, with liberal Welcome pour'd, 
ak, that the cloſer chord of F riendſhip binds. 


Heay'n-match'd reſide the huſband, and the wife. 
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Ol. Home, how paſſing pleaſant is thy ſtate, 


What ſatisfaction ſparkles in thine eye, 
When long unſeen, unlook'd for, at thy gate 
The quandam crony of our youth we ſpy! 


Him firſt with heart-projeCted hand we greet, 
And queſtions quick, impatient of reply, 
With hint of bed well air'd, and chamber neat, 

And all the lures of hoſpitality. 


Then in alternate tales of this and OR 
Of ſtrange adventures ſince we parted laſt, 
Cheer'd by the billet's bouncing blaze we chat, 

And ſoon, too ſoon, the twilight hour is pal 


Such are thy bleſſings, Home, e'er envious Tin 

Heap on diminiſh'd ſtrength autumnal woes 
While yet the roſy ſun of Manhood's prime, 

Round Life's ſhort noon it's cloudleſs | 


throws. 
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Yet not confin'd to theſe thy bounteous ſtore; 
Comforts flow ſtill from thee, when joys are fled, 

When Youth, and vernal vigour are no more, 
When Age and Sickneſs droop th' enfeebled head. 


For O! how olaintive Pity pleads for thoſe, 
Thro' diſtant paths whoſe buſineſs 'tis to roam, 
{on their progreſs dire diſeaſe impoſe 


l᷑s hope-arreſting mandate, far from Home! 


from that Home, whoſe ſoul-compoſing pow'r, 


Can ſtill the ſtruggles of departing breath, 
a give religious calmneſs in the hour, 


The awful, all-o'erwhelming hour, of Death ! 


E 


AN 


ANCIENT TALE. 


HERE midway riſing from the valley's ſide, 
on mould'ring manſion rear'd it's tower-capt pride, 
here rows of ſpreading beech, and age-bent oak, 
i faſhion's ſpite have brav d the woodman's ſtroke, 
Where from the landſcape grand impreſſions ſtart, 
r from the ſpruce-ſhorn ſcenes of modern art, 

here in times paſt, as rural records fay, 

baron held his hoſpitable ſway. 

realy life, the high-born Briton led 

blooming partner to the bridal bed, 

oe fair perfections words deſpair to paint, 

form a Venus, and in mind a faint. | 
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The neighbouring hamlets, and the country round! 
Ceaſe not her grateful praiſes to reſound, 

But midſt applauding tales, beyond the reſt 
One roots remembrance in the liſtner's breaſt, 
Three bliſsful years this noble pair had ſpent, 
On love, and all connubial rites intent, 
When to the hardy chace (O fatal day 

To plighted faith) the Baron led the way, 
Secure of foot, and dauntleſs from the vale, 
Starts the tall ſtag the horns his preſence hail, 
In vain Oer diſtant lands his doom he flies, 
By numbers vanquiſh'd, far from home he dies! 
The Baron foremoſt of the rival train, 

Gives the death-holla to the ſounding plain. 
Short was the winter day, and now the ſun, 
Sunk in the weſt, it's leſſen'd courſe had run, 
The black horizon thicken'd to the ſight, 
And evening dark, was loſt in darker night. 
The big round drops ſlow-pelted from the ſky, 
Deceitleſs heralds of the tempeſt nigh! 
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y cold and hunger preſs d, the weary knight, 
Wiſtful of ſhelter, heeds a taper's light, 

That from a narrow caſement caſts it's ray, 
Giding the duMmefs of departed day. 

(Fain would he ſtrive his manſion to regain, 
Where his fond partner waits in anxious pain, 
But knows in ſuch an hour, ſuch wiſh is vain.) 
The cottage door invites, reſolv'd he goes, 

An humble ſuppliant for a night's repoſe. 
Enter, an aged matron cries, and try 

The boon of ruſtic hoſpitality. 


© Small are our means, and little do we know 


Of forms, and greetings fuch as courtiers ſhow, 
' But to the wand'ring ſtranger we impart 

' A ſhare of all we have, with all our heart.” 

us welcom'd he diſmounts, ſurpriz'd to find, 
mall a houſe contain ſo great a mind. 

Ide widow heaps the fire, and for the reſt, 

ammands her daughter to attend their gueſt. 

lhe willing damſel ſpreads the ſimple treat, 

id bids with Kind concern the ſtranger eat. 
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His hunger baniſh'd, and his thirſt allay d, 
The Baron cloſer marks his waiting-maid. 
Her auburn treſſes, and her haſel eye, 
Her ſkin tranſparent, teeth of ivory, 
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Her riſing boſom, and her form ſo light, 
In ruſſet garments veil'd, arreſt his ſight. 
Beauty's fell force, the lure of artleſs charms, 


He feels, and tempts the maiden to his arms. k 0 
The maiden yields to black Corruption's pow'r, . gin 
And bends like Danae to the glittering ſhow'r. (No 
E'en the brib'd mother is decoy'd by gold, If 
And thinks her daughter's fame right-dearly ſold! . zie 
In lawleſs love they paſs the hours away, TY. 
*Till wak'd to Conſcience by returning Day, bk Wi, 
The Baron to his manſion ſpeeds, and hears 
The painful hiſt'ry of his lady's fears, Ye 
Who ſad had trembled thro' a night of woe, My 
To think what dire miſchance her lord might kno 1 5 
He, ſtill the ſlave of luſt, betakes him oft on 
To baſe concealment in the cottage loft. "WW 


A bet 
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0 flies th' embraces of his injur'd dame, 

Io fan with breath impure a truant flame. 

With noxious haſte report of ill is ſpread, 

ind ſoon the lighted partner of his bed, 

|; told of all the game her Lord purſues, | 

hid thus in Wiſdom's ſtrain is heard to muſe. 
Alas! that men are falſe is nothing new! 

« Nor will reſentment make the rebels true. 

till to my patient arms my Lord ſhall come, 
No jealous taunts ſhall keep him far from home: 
If the few charms, which once his fancy prais'd, 
Are mine no more ;' if-freſher tints have rais d 
A flame leſs chaſte, in ſilence I'll endure 
Wrongs which the tongue of ſtrife cou'd never 
“cure. | 


Yet ſure the humble tenement where now 

My faithleſs Lord forgets his marriage-vow, 

ls cold, and comfortleſs, and ill poſſeſs'd 

Of needful trappings for a noble gueſt. | 
His much priz'd health may ſuffer, thus to ſhare 
A bed of ſtraw, and meal of coarſeſt fare, 


And mark it's various wants with tender care, 
Sheets white as ſnow, and bed of ſofteſt down, 


T1 


*« Tho! great his error, ſtill endearments pat, I. 4 
% Rivet my grateful fondneſs to the laſt, 10 
ic In haſte then to the cottage I'll repair, 


eas! 
he 
« And gay-wrought carpets from the neareſt tow: 
« I'll ſend; with dreſſes for my rival dame: 
« For who thus tempted but had done the ſame! WMMWirriv' 
«« Perchance ſuch kindneſs may in time renew, 
&« Tranſports like thoſe oft taſted, when he flew, 
%% With warm impatience, to my love-ſpread arm 
Found rapture there, nor dreamt of oth 
« charms.” 5 
She ſaid, and gives the word —her orders fly— "i 
With this for Need, and that for Luxury. 
The ſtraw-crown'd cot is fill'd, and the looſe fair WM 
Is deck'd in ribbons gay, and garments debonatr. 


Her beauteous form the Baroneſs ſurveys, The 


And, „well ſuch ſmiles might lure my Lord, il 


ſays, ä No w 


( 38 3 
« How cou'd I think man's nature wou'd oppoſe, 
« Cheeks that with roſes vie, and breath more ſweet 
cc than thoſe;” eli: * 3 
eas d with her work of love, now home ward went 


he noble dame, impatient of th event. 

dun were her doubts. Pretenceful of the . 

de Baron haſtens 10 his hiding place; 

iy d, to ſilent wonder, words ſucceed. 

dure J have miſs'd the cottage in my ſpeed! 

Speak, ſpeak, my charmer, whence this alter'd 
« ſtate ? 

What ſtrange enchantment 5 the hand of 
« Fate? 9 8117 0 

ame fairy's wand the wal has o'erſpread, 

And to a palace turn'd a peaſant's ſhed. 

dome witch has trimm'd thee thus, in trappings 
gay, 

The cottage girl no more, but . Queen of 
« May.” 

No witch, for thee, my Lord,” the matron cries, 


But your own wedded dame theſe gifts ſupplies. 


. 
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« With grief ſhe ſaw how comfortleſs you far'd, 
1% When my poor danghter's ruſſet ſheets you ſhar d. 
& And thought it piteous hard that you embrac'd, 
« A form ſo fair, by garb ſo foul diſgracd. 
« Much danger to your perſon ſhe foretold, 

% By downy bed unſhelter'd from the cold, 
« And cautious ſpread thefe carpets, leſt a nail als 
« Shou'd from the Tooſe-join'd floor your feet aſſil 
« And many a charge ſhe parting left behind, 

1 That ſtrict attention here her Lord ſhou'd find, 
With ſelf-reproaching heart, and viſage pale, 
The Baron liſtens to the widow's tale. 

Gives to the wond'rous ſtory credit due, 

Breaks from the cot, nor breathes one kind adieu: 
Home ward with ſpurring haſte he flies, to feel 
Affectionꝰ's ſting more ſharp than pointed ſteel. 
As when th' unwary ſetter ſprings the game, 
He meets his maſter's eye with crouching ſhame, 
Crawls at his feet, the ſtern rebuke to take, 
With looks that ſave his ſtripes, for Pity's ſake! 


1 


io his dame with ſelf-condemning ſigh, 
e Knight deplor'd his foul inconſtancy. 
Fagiveneſs undeſerv'd beſought, and ſwore 
olive for her alone for evermore. 

[he dame rewarded for the guileleſs art, 

[hat rous'd to conſtancy her huſband's heart, 
als reconcilement with a fond embrace, 


er heeds the cottage more, the damſel, or the chace. 
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FABLE 


FROM THE 


SPECTATOR. 


Gad cauſe eft, meritd quin illis Jupiter ambas 
' Iratus buccas inflet, neque ſe fore poſthac 


Tam facilem dicat, votis ut præbeat aurem.” . 


Horace, Sat. 1. 


happen'd on a certain day, 

long ago I cannot ſay, 

ippus went to heaven above, 

bo ſay © how d'ye Ng?” to Jove. 
pus, we may hence infer, 


a Wiſe philoſopher.) 
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The thunderer welcom'd him to court, 
And kindly ſhow'd him all the ſport 
The place afforded. © At my fect 
« Behold, ſays Jupiter, a ſeat. 


« *Tis your's—And now to raiſe your mirth, 


© The queer petitions that from earth 
« Are ſent, ſhall to your ears aſcend, 
« When this trap-door I raiſe—attend” 
He ſaid, and drew the bolt. The door 
Flies quickly open juſt before | 
Menippus, who in dread ſurpriſe, 
Hears a din of mortal cries, 

Worſe than hounds in kennel howling, 
Grieving, groaning, grumbling, growling, 
'Midſt the mingled buz appear, 

Some words familiar to his ear. 

Such as © riches, honors, life, 
Spare my lover, — take my wife, — 

4 Titles, houſes, places, credit, | 

« Beauty, youth, precedence, merit.“ 
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eſe in all languages are hurl'd, 

vm ev'ry nation in the world. 

u ſoon the hum ſubſides, and now 

ry pray'r, and ev'ry vow, 

ear d from it's ſtation *midſt the rout, 


| plainly one by one made out. 


te firſt which ſage Menippus heard, 
$2 petition for a beard ; 

grare, and conſequential length, 
monſtrating vaſt mental ſtrength. 
enippus knew Licander's tone, 

id ſmokes the vanity thus ſhown 

a old moraliſt of Greece, 

have we ſeen the pomp increaſe, 
ay Vicar ſtrutting big, 

ler a Biſhop-looking wig.) 

erchant next in earneſt pray'r, 


ends his ſhip to Jove's kind care; 


© eo — 
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And vows if ſafely it return, 

Incenſe and ſacrifice to burn. 

«© Thank you for nothing,” Jove replies, 
Then turning round his head, he ſpies 

A lover's wiſh on ſighs imported, 

Who an Epheſian widow courted. 
Begging the God her heart to ſoften. 

« T hear you, friend, ſays Jove, and often 
« Have mark'd your piety, and therefore 
« Leave ſhilly ſhally, why and wherefore, 
« Boldly attack the widow's trenches ; 

« By ſtorm you muſt ſubdue ſuch wenches, 
« Her arts no longer can defend her; 


J have diſpos'd her to ſurrender.” 


And now a heap of vows ariſe, 
Filling the heav'ns with their cries, 
Loudly pray a nation all, 

That no miſchief may befall 


— 
29 
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Their noble King. But midſt the ſound 
Whiſpers low are heard around, 
Expoſtulating with their God, 


nd ſaying, twas extremely odd, 

made the people aſk in wonder, 

here Jove cou'd have miſlaid his thunder, 
That not one bolt it's vengeance ſhed, 

pon their cruel tyrant's head ? 

Prevaricating dogs, ſays Jove, 

Thus do you treat the powers above? 

But puniſhment ſhall not be wanted, 


Odours next, and fragrance ſweet, 
lat around Menippus' feet, 
ho of Jove deſires to know, 
tence ſuch perfum'd zephyrs blow. 
Lo, ſays the God, a General now 


Of a large army makes a vow. | 


For know—your loudeſt prayer is granted.” 
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« And from his coſtly ſacrifice, 

All theſe grateful ſcents ariſe. 

«© The modeſt wiſh he wou'd attain, 

« To ſee an hundred thouſand lain, 
% Of enemies drawn up to fight him! 

« Such bloody murder would delight him. 
« Muſt then ſo many brave men bleed, 

e To ſwell his pride ] ſcorn the deed— 
« What does he think I ſee in him, 

«« "That juſt to pleaſe his idle whim, 

« IT ſhou'd command ſuch crowds to go, 
« Helter-ſkelter down below ? 


«« But hark, lays Jupiter, I hear 
« A voice that often meets my ear. 
« This voice, J recollect, eſcapes 
« From one who always is in ſcrapes, 
« And ſure as fate, the rogue I ſee, 
« Shipwreck'd in the Ionian ſea. 
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Bit three days paſt, I ſaw him lying 
= I the ocean, flound'ring, dying, 
ud ſav'd him on a plank, becauſe | 
He promis'd to obey my laws, 

« And ſwore he'd build a grand erection, 
In honor of my kind protection. 

Tho' at the time I knew that he 

i Was as poor as poor cou'd be.“ 


© But yotider, ſays the God, in truth 

You may obſerve a pretty youth. 

Who moſt devoutly prays, that I 

Wou'd cauſe his father ſoon to die, 

Becauſe much caſh he has about him, 
Which Pickle wants to ſpend without him. 
But if ſuch greedineſs may pleaſe him, 

Old ſquare-toes long fhall live, to teaſe him.” 


TS 


A damſel next, not very young, 
Nor handſome, prays with liſping tongue, 
In accents ſoft, that Jove wou'd try, 
To make her pleaſe a royal eye. 

For nothing's good enough for her, 
Below a Prince, . or Emperour. 
Menippus ſcarce cou'd comprehend, 
What the vain Lady cou'd intend 
By her requeſt ; and muſing fat, 
Loſt in thought on this and that. 
But from his reverie was ſhaken, 

By murmurs bland, at firſt miſtaken, 
For gale of Zephrys, ſuch as blow 
In Tempe's vale on earth below. 
Yet ſoon his blunder he diſcovers, 


Whilſt clouds of ſighs from whining lovers, 


Through the trap-door he eſpies, 

In tender numbers as they riſe. 

The ambient air they ſcent, like ſhowers 
Warmly ſhed on herbs, and flowers, 
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To theſe ſucceed impaſſion'd ſounds, 
Torments, arrows, poiſon, wounds, 
Ferjur'd vows, relentleſs Hate, 

Fearts of ſtone, Deſpair, and Fate. 

dure ſome execution dread, 

& Is taking place, Menippus ſaid, 


Or ſome torture is inflicted, 


On poor wretches, late convicted 

Of horrid crimes, whoſe puniſhment, 
i Makes them groan thus and lament.” 
No, no, ſays Jove, from Paphos' iſle, 
(Comes this ſtring of nonſenſe vile. 
(For lovers, when their loves are ſhy, 
{ Groan and ſquall eternally. 

The creatures make me ſick, I ſwear, 
For whether I refuſe their pray'r, 

Or grant it, ſtill they're not content.” 
d laying for a blaſt he ſent, 

id orders that all future pray'rs, 


on lovers, ſhou'd be blown down ſtairs. 
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From an old man, deaf, blind and lame, 


The final invocation came. 
When his birth day happen'd laſt, 


Fourſcore years and ten had paſt 


O'er his whiten'd head. Yet he 
Fain another year wou'd ſee. 


« One year more, ſays he, and I 


% Then with much content will die. 


« There's an unconſcionable fellow, Jove 
« Remarks, believe me, tis above 

« Twenty years ago, the vow 

« Firſt he made which he makes now. 

« At fifty, but one wiſh he had, 

« To ſee his ſon, a booby lad, 


4% Fairly grown to man's eſtate, 


« This I grant—but then his great 

4 Concern is for protracted life, 

« 'To ſee his daughter made a wife. 
This too I grant—yet not content, 
«« To ſchool his grandſon he has ſent, 
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« And prays, with earneſt expeCtatici., 
« To overlook his education. 

« Still he is humour'd—Yet once more, 
« To live to build a houſe, before 


Death takes him, fervently he prays, 


In ſhort, the utmoſt length of days, 
That I can give, will never mend him. 


Jo Charon therefore I muſt ſend him.“ 


thus th' enraged thund'rer ſaid, 
the trap-door clos'd upon the head 
Ufer ry ſky-blown ſupplication, 

nd quick as ſolar ray, his ſtation 
lenippus reaſſum'd below, 


il laughing at Jove's raree-ſhow | 
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MUNSLATION OF A LATIN ODE PUBLISHED IN THE - 


GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE FOR MAY), 1794» 


N THE FLIGHT OF A TAME HAWK. 


URS'D from thine opening ſhell with anxious 
ee, | | 
fondly protected from each threat'ning woe, 

ſhy didſt thou, fooliſh Hawk, thy flight prepare, 
Why from thy much wrong'd maſter wou dſt 
thou go ? 


nk with what kind attention did he haſte, 
Daily delicious morſels to convey, 


owing and careful to indulge thy taſte, 
With entrails, dainty food to birds of prey. 
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Oft when thine angry talons were difplay'd, 0 W 
In ſavage wiſh tormenting war to wage, Wh 
Oft did he meet their fury undiſmay'd, th | 

And 


Reſolv'd by patience to repel their rage. 


Reſolv'd thy rebel nature to ſubdue, | 
And tame to manners mild thy ruthleſs breaſt, he 
Soft winning ways he taught thee to purſue, be | 


Taught thee to live careſſing and careſs'd, nus 


Thy downy pole, perch'd on his finger's end, 
With gentle hand thy maſter us'd to pat, le 
Call'd thee fond names, poor fellow,” „li doſ 
friend, x dir 


Nor ſcorn'd to ſooth thee with endearing chat, 


Wi 


On | 


ho { 


Still, as thy ruffl'd plumes devoid of grace, - 
Tarniſh'd the beauty of thy pencil'd creſt, 
Thy maſter ſmooth'd each feather to it's place, 

Or waſh'd with cleanly care thy ſpeckled br 


„ 


d when diſeaſe aſſail'd thy little frame, 
When all the ſpirit of thine eye was fled, 


ih healing remedies thy maſter came, 


And ſtrew'd with leaves, or downy moſs, thy bed. 


isl poor bird, what is thine alter'd fate! 


bw doſt thou wander through the weary ſpace ? 
ere thine expected dinner doſt thou wait, 


nus'd to kill, untutor'd to the chaſe? 


ſay, what inſtin prompts thee now to ſhun 
he ſubtle trap, or ſnare of wilely boy? | 

x doſt thou flee the murder-dealing gun, 

r bird-lime-twig, well baited to deſtroy ? 


lit 


hat. 


frre again thy wand' rings to retrace, 

Wiſdom taught, how dreary tis to roam; i 
on ſwift wing thy maſter to embrace, I 1 
ſho ad, recalls thee to thy happieſt home | | 
D 
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WRITTEN AT AN INN. 


———̃— —ͤ—u. 


HEN early the ſun ſinks in winter to bed, 

d the weſtern horizon gleams faintly with red, | 

hen the miſts of the Ev'ning riſe thick from the 

vales, | | 

Darkneſs creeps on, and hu{h'd Silence prevails, 

M approach of Night's gloom, o'er the reſt of 
his courſe, 

e Traveller mourns for himſelf, and his horſe; 

| bewails his hard fate, forc'd alone thus, and 
weary, 

va to purſue through roads dirty, and dreary. 


manger, 


| ſnug he reflects on paſt darkneſs and danger! 


t when ſafe in his Inn, and his horſe at the 
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His fire now ſo warm is, his ſteak ſo well dreſs! 
His wine (gin and ſloe- juice) ſo truly the beſt! 
The arm-chair ſo eaſy, the bed-room ſo neat, 

The warming-pan ready, and Molly fo ſweet! 
So gratefully Slumber incircles his brow ! 


No hero more bleſt than our Traveller now! 


Can an Inn, then, ſuch comfort impart, midl 

ſquall | 

Of Waiter! Boots! Chambermaid! Oftler! and 

Far from home, far from ſpouſe, far from child 

and friend, 

Can the Traveller fancy all care at an end? r co 

The reaſon my muſe in few words ſhall explai 

To Contraſt we owe all our pleaſure and pain: 
For Cauſe and Effect are confounded in this 

That Bliſs leads to Woe, and then—Woe lei 

Blifs. 
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THE CHACE. 


A FABLE. 


LIFE is a Chace, With game in view, 
hr mortal ſports we all purſue! 
nd 


Wt 


infancy we forward preſs, 

ger the rattle to poſſeſs, 

und- like give tongue, and loudly ſquall, 
t dolly, ſugar-plum, or ball. 


t pains to take it are the ſame. 


leap- frog, priſoners- bars, or cricket, 


When older grown, tho' chang'd the game, 


ſteal away through hedge, and thicket, 
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With watchful eye, and quick'ning pace, 
We lead the man of rod a chace, 


Double, and ſquat; and grin to find, 
Old ſquare-toes {till ſo far behind. 


In manlier days, with varied ſport, 
We're hunters all from cot to court. 
Kings hunt ſupplies, men badger Kings, 
For title, place, or other things, 

All join the univerſal cry, 
Each turn at fault, ſtill hunting 'till we die. 
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A SONNET. 


| FOOR William is preſs'd to go fight the King's 


foes, 


And ſadly ſails o'er the wide main, 
ethinks on his Suſan, and ſighs, for he knows 
He may never behold her again! 


— 


0 Suſan, lov'd maiden, how ſhort ſeem'd the days, 

When with thee the fond moments were ſpent, 

hen I kiſs'd and careſs'd thee, and ſwore,. no 
delays 


nou'd my wedding with Suſan prevent. 
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ee When at fun-riſe I met thee beneath the tall elm 
Or at eve on the banks of the Lee, 
Where I vow'd that no lad in his Majeſty's realm 


Shou'd come betwixt Suſan and me. 


« Whilſt now I ſail from thee, will Suſan be try 


Will ſhe think of her William at ſea? 
Will ſhe pray that the flow-paſling hours may be 3 
E'er Peace ſhall ſet mariners free ? " 
« If ſhe falſely forget me, and liſten to thoſe NA 
Who merit her ſcorn and diſdain, Evi 
I'll ſeek thee, kind Death, amidſt mercileſs ſoœ hei 
For I ne'er muſt ſee Suſan again! Ani 
ut P. 
Oe 
h Fri 
Live 


— 5 RR 


n . 


L 4r ] 


THE PARSONAGE. 
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Nor remote from a Church where the Peaſants 


implore 
Forgiveneſs, good monde and ale, 
eren d from 2 and far from the town's buſy 
roar, 


The Parſonage ſtands in the vale. 


ef 


o Architect plann'd it, no fanciful head, 

Ever trac'd Capability here, - 

here Nature firſt plac'd them the lofty trees (read , 
And the*ſtream ſtraggles narrow, and clear. 


n Peace, gentle Peace, her fair mantle has thrown 


Ver the landſcape, where ſtrangers to Strife, 
Friendſhip, and Love, little knowing, or known, 


Live the Rector, his children, and wife. 


1 


Tho' humble their lot, yet if happineſs ſpring 
From the mind, ſurely happy are they, 

By Conſtancy guarded from Jealouſy's ſting, 
They exiſt but to love and obey. 


Wich ears tun'd to harmony, oft they unite 
The ſounds of ſoft muſiek to raiſe, 
Oſt enliven the gloom of a long winter's night, 
By chanting their ruſtical lays. 


Thus unpamper'd by Wealth, 3 
They glide down the current of Life 

And leave their ſuperiours to envy the fate 

Of the Rector, his children, and wife. 
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ACROSTICK. 
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-NDER thine auſpicious ſnade, 
dſt the ſhower's drowning force, 
autedus forms in filks array'd, 
un ſecure their deſtin'd courſe. 

ch fair maid thine aid implores, 
nging ſnug tho hailſtones pelt her, 
aghing whilſt the torrent roars, 

- the general helter-fkelter, 
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ANOTHER. 


ox THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE SPANIEL, 


R-an GER, poor fellow, take my laſt adieu 
A- fatter dog ne'er liv'd, nor died, than you. 


G- uns cou'd not better guard your maſter's dwell 
E-ach day I miſs you, to the dinner true, 
R- anger, poor fellow, take my laſt adieu! 
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A FARMER'S EPITAPH. 


DENEATH this ſtone an boneſt Farmer lies, 
oping hereafter like “ bare grain” to riſe, 
d bring a decent ſample from his. clay, 


hen the laſt trump proclaims a general market- 


day. 


cbuſt his ſtature, and ſincere his meaning, 

e plough'd, and reap'd, and gave the poor the 
gleaning. 

s thought he mow'd too well, and hence 'tis 
owing, 

ut Time, with jealous ſcythe, has beat him out 
at mowing. | 


* — [L¼. 


— 


my > ——— C7 At!,-„V —— — — — 
N wy - 
* * * 
EE IEEE — —— — ——— oye ory * 
. _— = : 


r OT 
——_ — — 1 3 
bun . 


C1 
* 
3 n * * 
— 
* 
— — 


C03 


EPITAPH 


| 
' 
| 
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ON THE GRAVE OF A BROTHER AND SISTER 
WHO DIED IN CHILDHOOD. 


S ———— 
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by 
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In equal youth and innocence array'd, 

Here reſt a lovely boy, and beauteous maid! 
| Few were their years, their joys and ſorrows fey 
And ſmall the guilt their gentle boſoms knew 
Reader, tho' Vigour's prime be thine to day, 
Learn, from their early doom, to“ watch and pray 
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A SONNET. 


went to ſea! 

d how high the waves mounted, yet hearty was he. 
m never knew fear except once, in his life, 

d he fear'd then he ſhou'd not get Pol for his wife. 


hen his meſſinate, Jack Clamber, in fighting 

the foe, | 

la ball through his lungs, and fell dead at the 
blow, 


tears of true friendſhip, in ſpite of diſguiſe, 


OW bleak the winds blew when Tom Grog 


land his hard face, and ſtole thick from his eyes. 


14 


Tom wou'd ſhare his laſt ſixpence in treating 


friend, 


And fight for his country and king without end, 
Tom is dead! but let England ſtill triumph at ſe 
Let her Tars never flinch—So ſhall Britons be fre 
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LOUIS THE SIXTEEN TH'S 


COMPLAINT UNDER SENTENCE OF DEATH. 


| 


ROWN, and ſcepter'd powers, adieu! 


n, tranſient joys you give! 

„ ah! my Antoinette, for you 
llcou'd wiſh to live. | 

el pomp, the pride of Kings, 

ut without a ſigh, | 
grief from fond affection ſprings, 


Lovis fears to die! 


„ many years, in ſtate 


das Monarchs do, 
Louis, deſtin'd to be great, 
ad Greatneſs knew | 


E 
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Vain Deluſions! not for you 
J aſk the boon of Life, 


But Death appals me, when I view 


My children, and my wife ! 
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TIBULLI ELEGIARUM, 


LIBER I. EL. 1. LIN. 45. 


LAM juvat immites ventos audire cubantem, 
tdominam tenero continuiſſe ſinu! 
gelidas hybernus aquas cum fuderit Auſter, 


curum ſomnos, imbre juvante, ſequi! 


IMITATED, © 


VW ſweet ! when whizzing winds tempeſtuous 
blow, 

dmthleſs gales with ſwelling thunder roar, 
ſyeet! in beds of down to neſtle low, 


(cloſer preſs the boſom we adore ! 


30} 


How ſweet! when all around the dark'ning cloud 
Spreads the deep deluge o'er the fiooded plain, 

How ſweet! juſt waken'd by the torrent loud, 
To ſink, well ſhelter'd to repoſe again 


1 1 


EJUSDEM, 


LIBER III. EL. 3. LIN. 20, 


ON opibus mentes hominum, curzq; levantur, 


Nam fortuna ſua tempora lege regit, 


tmihi paupertas tecum, jucunda Nezra, 


At ſine te, regum munera nulla volo. 


IMITATED. 


0R woe, and all the mournful cares of Life, 
he hand of Wealth no remedy ſupplies ! 
perious Fortune, blind to joy or ſtrife, 


verns as Chance or Fancy may adviſe! 


1 


I aſk of Heaven, Neæra, but to ſhare 

The poor man's humble lot, with love and the 

Without thee by th' immortal Gods I ſwear, 
The purſe of Kings were worle than poverty 


( 
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« ON HIS DEATH=-BED POOR LUBIN LIES.” 


LATINE REDDITUM. 


N! bonus in leo Lubin jacet, heu! mori- 


bundus ! 
Mutuo et illacrymans ſponſa dolore gemit. 
Is diverſa tamen lugendi Cauſa! doletq; 


lie mortem, illa viro vitaq; ne redeat 


CW 


WINIFREDA. 


O. MEA, dimittas curam, Winifreda, ſrorſüc 
Ex animo. Curam pellere certat Amor, | 


Que nuptiſq; juvat tollere dulcis Hymen, 


Odd ſi non titulo ſignetur nomen inani, 

Nec tenuem exornet turgida fama domum, 
Noſtra tamen claro fulgebit lumine Virtus; 
Qui bonus eſt, ille haud Nobilitate caret! 


Itegra dum probitas, dum nos pietaſq; coronant, 
Nomina non deerit Laus quoq; noſtra loquens. 
o erit inſuetum, necnon mirabile dictu, 


Tantus in exiguos cum tribuatur Honos. 


perne metum in dubiis triſtem, faſtumq; moleſtum, 


— 
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Qudd fi non faveat vultu fortuna benigno, 
Atq; negent opibus perfida fata frui, 
Paulùm res anguſta tamen, vel dura dolebit 


Paupertas. Parvis munera parva placent! 


Multa revolventes concedent commoda nobis 
Anni, et quod ſatis eſt ſæcula quzq; ferent. 

Nam cauta vitam et tranquilla ducere mente, 
Hoc erit in votis. Hoc, Winifreda, valet. 


Indomiti primis, preſſive ſenilibus annis, 
Connubio juncti, juncti animiſq; erimus. 


Noſtram blanda domum cinget concordia, cingen 


Fertilis Infantes pignora pulchra tori. 


Quantus Amor mentem, ſtudium quantumq; tene 
Implebit prolis, (dulce parentis onus !) 
Brachia dum tendunt nati, dum brachia natæ, 


Matri adeò forma, voce, colore pares. 


11 


t 6 Tempus, edax rerum, invidiaq; redundans, 
Talia væ! properet gaudia diripere, 
lc, ego cum pueris, hæc, tu comitata puellis, 


Rurſus agemus. Amor ſic redivivus erit! 


3 


| 
| 
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« wHY WILL FIORBLLA WHEN I GAZE?” 


LATINE REDDITUM, 
_ 


IC, Florella, tuam deflectis, perfida, frontem ? 
Crudeliſne oculos fic fugis uſq; meos ? 
bc faciemne tegis, quæ cauſa cupidinis una? 


ua ſpectatà animus turget amore meus ? 


antemptum indocilis tolerare, odiumq; nefandum, 
Atq; modum curis impoſuiſſe volens, 
cundas juxta videor properare puellas— 


Hic riſus, clamo, hic gratia mollis adeſt ! 


eu quam infelicem levitèr ſpes ludit amantem ! 
Naturam fruſtrà vincere certat Amor. 

ome alterius placeat mihi pulchra venuſtas, 
Cor tibi ſed fido vertitur uſq; gradu. 
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Sic patria expulſus, peregrinas qui petit oras, 
Auxilium poenis cernit ubiq; ſuis, 
At natale ſolum, votis, precibuſq; requirit, 


_ OC N 7 
Quamvis & certum funus in orbe videt. 
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fe FAREWELL TO LOCHABER,” 


LATINE REDDITUM, 


[EAN dilecta vale, dilecta valeq; Lochaber ! 
Qui tecum dulce eſt plurima lapſa dies! 
0! nunquam, nunquam tibi vez! linquenda Locha- 
ber, 
Forte reverſurus! Tempus in omne, vale! 
Cas fundo lachrymas, tibi fundo, Jean mea ſauvis, 
Vix animum belli dura pericla movent, 
2 — 


up ad amotas nimboſis fluctibus oras, 
Te procul ah fugiens, grata Lochaber, eo! 


ſtrepitent venti, {i det quoq; murmura cœlum, 
Murmura ſunt animo ve! graviora meo | 


1 


vel 
Quamvis an toto Tempeſtas æquore ſævit, 
Paulim hoc linquenti te mihi, cara, nocet. 


Ingemo decedens, etſi benè Gloria dirum 


Excitat ad Bellum, et fama remota pigris: 
Fortes dulcis Amor, fortes Veneriſq; coronant 


Munera. Pugnantem hæe me meruiſſe velim. 


Hinc veniam poſco, mea Jean, fi Gloria mentem 
Occupet, et juvenem martia quzq; trahant. 

Si famà caream, caream quoq; te, careamg; 

2 Qui nequeo vita te ſine, pulchra, frui. 

Inſigne ingredior nomen repetens, et honores, 
Et quandd liceat fleQtere vela retrd, 

Tunc animum referam, voti, fideiq; tenacem, 


Nee procul a te iterum grata Lochaber,.eo!-. 
1 * "a F ud 2 
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AD AMICUM: » 


M. AUBREIO” DICTUM, MISERAT. 


NoNIT taudes legi, non immemor acti 


us colui ſedes quondam, ſenioribus annis 


Vigo, et Aubreii carmina grata ſonant. 


fis olim in tectis, Oxonienſis eram. 

r puer agriovi, juvenis quæ forte peregi, 
ſeribus Aubreiis tam bene picta, juvant. 
ul aliter longo fractus jam membra labore, 
badet equus, celeris voce Mn canis. 
: loco neſcit, ſtudiumq; revertitur ardens 
ſenandi, ſepem tranſilit, arva petit. 

tat Alma din Mater! Bis floreat ille 

Vinii Laudes ſcribere qui valeat ! 


F 


Temporis, atq; almæ matris amore frequens. 


kr ias, atq; nefas, libris, dapibuſq; viciſſim, 


C1 LIBRUM M „ox On Dux POETICUS, AUTORE 
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© GOD SAVE. THE KING," 


 LATINE REDDITUM.. 


— — 6 
. 


O: NOSTRUM, Deus omnipotens, bend pre 

tege Regem, 15 % 

Ut Sceptrum vivat ſzcula multa tenens 
Militet o! ſemper truculentos fortjs in haſtes, 

Et felix ævum regnet in omne domi! | 


Surge, Deus a hoſtiles ſterneq; Turmas,.. 
In quas adverſus GxoRG1Us arma zerit! 

wp Indignas inimicorum devitet ut artes, 
K Adſis! & oppugnes quæ mala cunq; ſtruunt 


* 


O! Deus, imperti noſtro tua munera regi, 
Ut vitam exomni parte beatus agat! | 
Sit Pacis, Populiq; ſalus, Legumq; patronus! 


Anglia fic, © Regem protege,” grata canely 


FINIS. 


